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little spot that awoke in his mind pleasant memories. " How often," he said, " have I risen in the early dawn to see the golden globes lying in the dewy grass among those apple trees." He delighted too to recall the rare richness of the bowery lanes: the ancient Norman cross standing in the churchyard, close to the door of the quaint little church: the wooded hollow of Holywell: the cold springs flowing from under the sandstone rocks: the flowers, the mosses, and the ferns. When there I looked in vain for the words " Byron is dead," which he had carved on a rock when he was fourteen, on hearing of Byron's death (April igth, 1824), "a day when the whole world seemed to be darkened for me."
Like other children, the Tennysons had their imaginative games; they were knights and jousted in mock -tournaments, or they were " champions and warriors, .defending a field, or a stone-heap, or again they would set up opposing camps with a king in the midst of each. The king was a willow-wand stuck into the ground, with an outer circle of immortals, to defend him, of firmer, stiffer sticks. Then each party would .come with stones, hurling at each other's king and trying to overthrow him1." Stories are told too about their boyish pranks in the old red-bricked house with embattled parapet (Baumber's Farm), said to have been built by Vanbrugh, which adjoins the Rectory garden, and is erroneously called by some " The Moated Grange." " At all events, whatever may have happened/' my father writes, " The Moated Grange is an imaginary house in the fen; I never so much as dreamed of Baumber's farm2 as the abode of Mariana, and the character of Baumber was so ludicrously unlike the Northern Farmer, that
1 Taken from the account which my father gave Mrs Thackeray Ritchie.
2 The   localities   of  my father's   subject-poems   are wholly imaginary, although he has  done for general  Mid-Lincolnshire  scenery what Virgil did for Mantua.